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While it would late be noted by Mr. Sixx that no one took the time to visit Mick Mars when the band was on 
the rocks, that really wasn't the case. But they'd agreed to keep it secret and not make a big deal about it. So 
when the lank drummer had to resort to scaling the un-alarmed fence (phew, that could have been awkward) 
to get into the house of the guitarist, he really just needed no one to find out about this. But he didn't have 
any option but to call for help when he found said guitarist collapsed in a heap on the floor, and unconscious. 
Of course, the first joke he made when the older man's eyes opened was a comment about breaking a hip that 
resulted in a cup of water left sitting at the bedside table being hurled at his head. Same ol Mick. He was 
pretty sure nothing in this world would keep the man down. The throwing of water was a good sign, really. He 
still had voracity and energy. When he didn't show signs of livelihood like that, that was when Tommy knew to 
worry. But he wasn't worried He was sure that the guitarist would be going home that night and that he'd 
just forgotten to take his medicine or something. But unfortunately, the doctor (after stepping over the puddle 
of water and making a face, opting not to inquire as to its origins) informed them that such was not the case: 


Mick's reaction to a new medication they had put him on was not as positive as they would have expected, so 


they had to keep him for an extended amount of time. This caused the drummer to ring his hands, pout, and 
sit down in one of the chairs until the doctor left when awkward silence settled in. And said silence persisted 
for a while after the doctor closed the door until finally Mick forced himself into a sitting position on the bed 
and glowered at the needles and tubes that were sticking into his skin. Tommy knew how much he hated this, 
being sick, being in and out of the hospital, but there was nothing he could do to take the pain away. And it 
sucked. 

“Tommy.” 

Licking his lips, he jolted up a bit from his slumped position, looking at the sickly man in the hospital bed and 
forcing a smile. 

".. Make sure Damn Cat gets fed." 

Damn Cat was the affectionate name that Mick had given to the black cat that Tommy had basically dropped 
at his doorstep because the guitarist needed to be motivated to take care of something or another. His name 
was derived from the fact he liked to be where he wasn't supposed to... just like any other being of the feline 
species. From what the drummer had heard, he had an affinity for sleeping in guitar cases and on laptops on 
the rare occasion Mick tried to use it. Though, the fact he was concerned about the animal eating was a good 
sign that he hadn't tried to strangle it. Again 

"Yeah man. But uh, dude, | don't have a key...” 

"Fuck off. You know where the spare is. You come in unannounced constantly." 

A sheepish grin from the drummer as he ran his palms along the denim that covered his thighs and laughed a 
bit, glancing out the windows. He hated hospitals. He always had, since he was young. They were too quiet, and 
quiet was always a bad thing. Quiet was how he had been punished as a kid, so that's probably why it left 
such a stinging impression on him as he grew into adult hood. The beeping of machines that monitored life 
never really did much of anything to help, unfortunately. It just set him even further on edge. He hated being 
here, but he hated the idea of leaving Mick alone even more. 


"Yeah... I'll take care of it" 


He didn't like being in the house when Mick wasn't home, despite what the guitarist would think So entering the 
empty location made the hair on the back of his neck stand up. If only because he hated silence, he flipped on 
the television and went to the kitchen to pour a bowl of cat food for the animal that was currently missing in 
action. Probably hiding somewhere waiting to plot Tommy's untimely death, judging by past experiences that 
lead to long scratches down his tattooed arms. It felt almost like a horror movie, what with him glancing 
around and looking for glowing yellow eyes. 

"Kitty-cat?" he inquired, looking around. Well, he wanted to make sure the cat hadn't escaped when the 
paramedics were here, so he headed up the stairs after perusing the living room. He was clucking his tongue 
as though that would do something to lure the animal to him. He checked the various upstairs rooms before 
he came to the area that he knew as the bedroom. Now, he hadn't been in there by himself before, so the 
idea struck him as almost.. off putting. But, biting his lip and sucking it up, he ventured into the room to 
search for the beast. Under the bed, under shelves. He eventually just heaved a sigh and sat down on the bed, 
shaking his head. He could always just leave and if the food had been touched by the next day, that would be 
sign enough that Damn Cat was indeed alive and well in this house. 

But apparently, the act of sitting on the bed is what summoned the devil, for it clawed at the always frayed 
hems of his jeans, causing him to jump and land laying back on the bed before the little black fur ball 
retreated back to the recesses it was hiding in. How the devil it was hiding under there and he hadn't seen it 


before, he didn't know-probably wouldn't know. But it was there and accounted for so he could leave. But 
damned if Mick's bed wasn't comfortable. He hadn't been sleeping well since the guitarist hadn't been feeling up 
to par (he should have made him go to the hospital before he found him collapsed, but he didn't want to be a 
nag) and for some reason the oh so familiar scent of the guitarist was oddly lulling. 

Now, he was aware that there were gay rumors about him and Nikki, and him and Vince. For fuck's sake, Vince 
had lived on his bedroom floor for a while in high school, and he and Nikki were inseparable for the longest 
time (though now he wondered exactly how much of that was because of the drugs). But of all people, Mick? 
For a while, he was sure this Quasimodo-like alien probably reproduced by budding. But there was just 
something about him that had always been interesting, and until they actually sat down and talked in their 
older age, he couldn't pinpoint what. But the same thing that drove Tommy drove Mick: that desire, that 
burning urge to make music. And wow, Mick had an uphill battle all the way. Not that the drummer thought 
he'd had it hard, but it seemed like any time life could take a shit on Mick it had done just that. He wasn't 
sure how things had transpired, but they had. One thing lead to another and during an impromptu jam session 
in Mick's basement, he found himself kissing the guitarist. He was totally good to pack up and leave, but he was 
asked to stay. 

It was less of a love affair, and more of a deep, physical, mental bond. At least, that's what they thought of it 
as. What he felt for Mick wasn't like the love he'd felt for women.. or even the love he felt for Nikki for the 
longest time. But the bassist was straight, and that was that. Mick, however, seemed to be able to look past 
labels of sexuality. Or labels of anything. He was weird, really out there, and that was something that had 
always drew Tommy in. Just the fact he was pretty much a free soul but trapped in this bullshit, crippled 
body. It was wrong. Tommy took advantage the fact the was able to act like a monkey and shit, whereas Mick 
could hardly turn his head to look at the crowd sometimes. He couldn't imagine that. He didn't think it was that 
bad until he started hanging around Mick's house. How many times had he cooked dinner just because the 
guitarist didn't really want to move? And to think his medicine that was supposed to be improving things was 
actually making things worse. Tommy almost blamed himself for not catching on to it. But, it wasn't really his 
fault.. Nothing was, in this case, anyone's fault really. 

Suddenly, Tommy didn't want to leave this bed. It was comforting and reminded him that Mick was just in a 
hospital and he would be back soon. But he couldn't really fall asleep next to Mick when he was in a hospital 
bed. They probably frowned on that. And the media would probably get evidence of it and proceed to have as 
shit-fit. And damned if Tommy wanted to go through that bullshit again. No, thank you. So for now, he would 
just curl up in the guitarist's bed with his arms and legs wrapped around the pillow that smelled most like 
Mick. Logically, it was probably the one he slept on Tommy didn’t really pay enough attention to know that kind 
of stuff. But it smelled like him, and it was comforting becouse as much as he wanted to brush everything 
off, he knew that really, the guitarists health was dodgy at best. And he hated that for Mick. 

More selfishly, he hated that for himself. It meant time in hospitals. It meant time without Mick. And in all 
honestly, that combined with the fact he was eleven years younger than the owner of the house he was 
currently in, meant he was probably going to live out the last leg of his life without Mick Mars there. Which 
seemed a shame, considering how late in life they kindled a relationship. And Tommy didn't know if that made 
him more sad or angry. He didn't want to lose Mick. 

And it wasn't like there was a lot of sex in this relationship. In fact, since they started this.. thing.. three 
years ago, he could count on one hand the number of times there had been sex involved. Partially due to 
Mick's ailing health and low sex drive, but he didn't blame him. Really. While Tommy couldn't fathom the 


concept of being too sick or in too much pain to want to get off, he could sort of understand it. In a way. 


Mostly their relationship was just being there for each other, sometimes kissing, and holding each other while 
they slept. That was probably his favorite part, because Mick was the perfect little spoon when it came to 
cuddling. He was picky about spooning, but there was just something that was right about the guitarist. He dug 
it. The thing about the pillow was that it just wasn't nearly as satisfying as cuddling the real thing, and that 
made him sad. Though the pillow was considerably less bony that the short guitarist. 

"Shit. | miss him," grumbled the drummer to no one in particular as he hugged the pillow closer to himself and 
shoved his nose against the fabric. He thought he could handle this minimal sex thing but it was starting to 
grate as his nerves. And his dick Which, for some reason, had decided to start stiffening in his pants even if 
he hadn't been thinking of anything crude for once. It would be weird to jerk off in Mick's bed. 

But he was going to be nice and tidy up anyway. Might as well have a legitimate reason to clean the bed. (He 
didn't realize that his bosom guitarist would probably put Tommy's nature against his newly clean bed and 
realize what had happened, but it wasn't like it was the first time Tommy's man-fluids had ended up on the 
sheets.) He didn't bother to pull his pants down, still holding the pillow with one arm and undoing the zipper fly 
of his jeans to pull his length out. He couldn't be obvious about how much he needed sex, but the thought of it 
was enough to make his body quiver. Even his own touches.. which were usually mediocre at best.. felt oddly 
amazing when he thought of Mick. 

Mick made everything better, even when he wasn't there. What the fuck was that about? 

Why he felt the need to silence the gasps he wouldn't understand, but the pillow took the brunt of the noise 
and the impact of Tommy's body curled against it. Given, he only lasted about five minutes before climax was 
reached and he wiped his hands on the sheets before he rolled over to his back to tuck himself away at the 
same moment the cat decided to grace the black bed sheets with its black presence, staring accusingly at the 
drummer. Or maybe that part was in his head. It probably was. 

"Dude, get off. You're creeping me out. Voyeur cat, shit," he stated, pushing the animal off the bed before 
stripping the sheets to take down to the laundry room downstairs. 

".. and no strenuous activities for two more weeks until we find out how the medicine is going to affect you." 
It was the same old song and dance that Tommy knew Mick knew by heart, but he was there to listen this 
time and he was going to hopefully help enforce the rules. Of course, Mick wasn't allowed to drive. So he was 
sitting in the passenger side of the soft-top white sports car that Tommy drove around and the drummer 
noticed he looked pretty sullen. Or asleep. He couldn't tell and he wasn't going to ask until they got home. 

When he was walking behind Mick to the house he'd been living in for a week and a half, carrying the medicine, 
he heard the guitarist quip, "You don't have to treat me like I'm some fragile flower." 

While the drummer would beg to differ, he wasn't up to arguing and let the other man carry in and put away 
his medicines-putting the ones that needed to be refrigerated in the refrigerator, putting the rest where he 
would know where they were after divvying out a week's worth into the seven-day pill container that was 
sitting and always seemed to be sitting at his bedside. Tommy watched with his hands in his pocket, until it 
seemed evident that Mick had noticed something out of the ordinary. 

"You washed the sheets." 

"Well I-" 

"You jerked off in my bed didn't you?" 

"Well I-" 

"You're disgusting." 

He shirked away like a puppy that was scolded for doing something until Mick just shook his head and muttered 


something about how he doesn't know what to do with Tommy. After nervously wringing his hands for a few 
more minutes, he watched the guitarist turn to him with a quirked brow. And his only instinct urged him to 
lean in and kiss Mick. Maybe he'd thought too much about the impact and reality of the fact that the other 
male would probably not last as long as he would in this world Or maybe he has just missed Mick, but he 
pulled him into a gentle embrace which seemed to leave the man of ill health a bit shocked. 

"| missed you." 

"| missed you Too, Tommy.” 

Neither one of them was fully aware of why, but Tommy decided to stay another night. He was probably 
under the guise of keeping an eye on Mick, but it was more like he didn't want to sleep alone again. So as they 
lay there side by side in bed, Tommy idly moved some of the dark strands of hair away from the guitarist's 
neck, placing a kiss there. He felt the skinny body (skinny, not lank. Tommy was lank. Mick was hardly above a 
skeletal level.) push against his and heard and intake of breath that made him shiver a bit. Oh, goddamnit. 
“Tommy...” 

"I know, man. No strenuous activity for two weeks." 

"Then knock it of f 

It wasn't on purpose. Really it wasn't. But Tommy couldn't resist the urge to slide his hands past the elastic 
waist of the older male's pajama bottoms causing a harsh intake of breath gain and a spidery hand to grip fast 
to his arm as though that was going to stop him. 

"Just relax." 

“Shit-Tommy-" 

Shifting a bit to lean over the shorter male, he placed a kiss on his forehead as his hand was quite busy in a 
more southern region of the male. The kiss was gentle and yet passionate and fiery. There was desire there. 
He hardly ever felt desire from the older male, and yet here it was.. even if that was the only way he seemed 
able to communicate it. 

As with all things, it was over before it started, with the hand on his arm gripping tight and a gasp against his 
lips as the smaller body beneath him contorted ever so slightly before the drummer flopped back against the 
bed next to Mick 

“Tommy...” 

".. Yeah man?" 


".. Get me another fucking pair of pants. Asshole." 


